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did the wisdom of my wife's precautions appear. The men's
clothes were dried in a couple of hours in the brick-kilns,
and. our camp was the most favoured In a host of many
thousands of wet, shivering men, I carried away with me
the remembrance of a cheery, amusing American officer, who
took his wetting very philosophically. He and the other
foreign visitors had been mounted by the cavalry regiments
In camp. I asked him about his mount "Well," said he,
"that charger of yours played cup-and-ball with me the
whole morning, and only missed me t\vice.J? I asked another
American, who had fought on the A side in the Civil War,
what the cavalry of the B side were like. "Well, 1 assure
you, sir," replied he, "when we attacked them, they all got
off their horses to run." No more realistic description as to
the merits of these cavalry soldiers would be possible,

To niy mind American humour is the crispest and cheeriest
I know.

Another big function I attended In India with my wife was
the great Durbar at Rawul-Plndi in 1885, when Lord Dufiferln
received there the Ameer of' Afghanistan. A very Imposing
force of all arms was assembled at the camp, which the
Commander~in-Chlef, Sir Donald Stewart, also attended. He
was good enough to appoint me his Volunteer aide-de-camp
(this was before I had been appointed an aide-de-camp to the
Queen), and In that capacity I accompanied him to Rawul-
PindL For the Durbar itself the weather held up. But at the
end of the great review the rain came down in waterspouts,
and continued to pour for all the rest of the time we were In
camp. On this occasion, the force being very large, and the
Viceroy and Ameer both being present, the Commander-in-
Cfaief took command of the review in person. It seldom
happens that the Commander-in-Chlef himself leads the march
past But Sir Donald Stewart did so on this occasion, being
preceded by his aides-de-camp, of which I, being the junior,
rode the first Soon after the rain commenced. Sir Donald
had put on a brand-new scarlet tunic. Over this he wore the
broad ribbon of the Bath, in colour a rich lake or carmine.